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Is he mad? 


Author's Notes: 
| kinda explain it all IN the story, but lets get somethings straight before you go there: this is fucked up, its 
stream of consciousness writing, and anything else you can always ask me..not sure how many parts it have, 


but it won't be more than 3. And no, I'm not sick. 


Let's not even ask 

But, | propose a challenge. Take a flying guess what this is about. | DARE YOU. 

Why do | always have to be the one to kill people off? Because | like it! 

When I'm not being funny l'm a sick one..this will be the last one of these | do, | swear. 
*Lying* 


| was in a bad mood, and this is what came up. If it's good, it's good, if it's bad, it's bad. I'm gonna let this one 


just GO.! hope someone just doesn't call the cops to bust my ass. Also, obviously, this hasn't happened. 
Yet. 


The song is Procol Harum's "Conquistador", a song I've been meaning to use FOREVER. | omitted a verse..shame. 


Its in Duffs POV, no matter how..freaky it goes.. 


melhor lla 

Conquistador your stallion stands 
in need of company 

and like some angel's haloed brow 


you reek of purity 

| tried to stop him, y'know.. think Hts all hazy now, and | can't think for the whacko next to me pounding on his 
cell walls 

The priest was just in earlier. It won't be long now. 

It's hazy and yet it's not. | wonder if there was a better way? 

| really tried to stop him. 


| never wanted him to leave the band. | never wanted him to leave me, but he did it all with one swoop. Like 


cutting the grain before me. 
No, that's too poetic. He just dropped me like a hot load. No goodbyes, no nothing. 
| wonder if we were even in love for him to dump me so fast. 


Fucking Izzy. loved him, why couldn't he just love me back?! Why couldn't he have stayed, | never did shit in 


front of him! It's all on him, but he's not here anymore. 


| want this fucking psycho next to me to stop pounding about Jesus on the walls. Can't he see I'm trying to 
fucking think?! 


| wanted to stop him, not sure if | did, though. | just know it was a dark, stormy night.. 


No, that's not right. It wasn't even night, was it? It was late afternoon. So pretty, for a fall day anyhow. | 


hadn't seen that fucker for three weeks. Izzy had never just up and left me before, you know. 


My therapist in the ward said | was just exaggerating, that Izzy had never even left the house. But | fucking 
know he LEFT, | never even SAW him. I'd go up to his room and sleep in his bed, and he never came ONCE. 


He wasn't there. | know he wasn't, but he did come back. He looked different..oddly healthy. | liked it. | wanted to 
jump him at the door, but he moved away before | could. | kinda sorta ran into the wall.and that's what | 
remember of that. Then | got back up and asked him where the hell he'd been. 

"I told you," he said. "I'd gone biking.” 

"Who the fuck goes biking for three weeks?!" 

He called me a liar like Dr. Monroe, said he hadn't been gone that long..but | fucking KNOW. 


I've never been so fucked up that I've lost track of time! 


If this son of a bitch across from me doesn't stop laughing I'll choke him! Can't he see l'm thinking..where was 


I? Oh yeah. 


So he comes back, the little fucker. He hangs around looking uncomfortable.he trips over a few people still 


there, I'd tried to rush them out.housecleaning, y'know. 

Its around dinnertime and | ask him what he wants..he says nothing, that he might be going out again 

The fuck he was. 

| put him in a headlock and told him hell no. But then he said he had something important to tell me. | asked 
him what, and he said he'd rather wait for the whole band to get together..so | said alright, fine by me, you 
know? So we go upstairs and have a hot night fucking.the next day, there's a mini band meeting. 


Everyone was there..Axl came late as usual, for some reason. Fuck if | know where he was. 


Izzy's all nervous and shit, and we're all impatient. | wanna get home and.. "do some more", if you know what | 


mean, and the others.can’t really speak for them 

So finally it comes out. And | can't fucking believe what | hear. 
He says, “I'm leaving the band” 

Simple as that 

And though I hoped for something to find 


| could see no maze to unwind 


Leave the band? 


Leave the fucking band?! 

No way, you're in it, you'll die in it! 

| think Axl had the same idea.he quivered and shook, and simply wouldn't take no for an answer. He didn't 
exactly POUNCE, y'know, but more like..grabbed on to him like a lifeline or something. He shook him hard and at 
first no one stopped him.until Izzy started turning blue, then | just grabbed on him myself. | took Axl off and 
he kinda..scrunched up and screamed. 

"Why the fuck are you leaving?!" he shouted, something we all wanted to know. 

"Why?" Izzy said back, like it wasn't even a question. "WHY? I'm fucking sick of you, Bill!" 


| snickered; no one but Izzy used Axl's whole name, and it pissed him off like crazy... 


"lm sick of all your megalomaniac shit, man! | mean, the contracts, the missing shows.." He turned to the rest 


of us and looked at us like a bunch of strangers. 
"And none of you have anything to say?" he asked in a quiet sort of way. Slash shrugged next to me. 


"You don't have to leave, man." He was shaking just a little, it wasn't really visible, but | was watching him 


really close so | wouldn't have to look back at Izzy. 


"Is that it? Duff." He came over to me and touched my face. | saw him, and he looked so..different.. There was 
a space of time between us, like an eternity, and he finally started talking again 


"Come with me." 

It turned around in my head..Dr. Monroe said it must have set off some kind of fucked up reaction in my head, 
but | don't think so. He said the drugs were keeping me from thinking straight, but | was thinking way too 
clearly. 

Or maybe there IS something to that psycho-bullshit, coz | said "no". 

"Is that it?" he answered back, and he looked for all the world like he was gonna reach up and snatch my head 
off. But | could see in his eyes that he was really hurt.! shook my head at him and took his hand. We were 
never really much for public affection, but there was no one else but me and him at that moment, y'know? 


"No..stay." 


"| can't." 


"But | can't leave!" | insisted, and he snatched his hand away from me. And without even the slightest 


ultimatum, 
"Then it's over." 
It felt like a boulder going through my chest at fifty fuckin’ miles an hour.he was LEAVING me. 


Leaving the band..and ME. It wasn't supposed to be like that. He wasn't supposed to leave ANYTHING, let alone 


me... 


| tried to explain that to fucking Mortimer, but he just shook his head and wrote on that little piece of paper. 


Fuck him. | know | knew what | was doing, it's not like I'd gone crazy. 


Fucking whacko finally shut up after | said I'd come over there and rip his tongue out. Don't fuck with me when 
l'm thinking. 


Anyway, Izzy went on about how fucked up we were and how he didn't wanna be with that anymore, but | 
wasn't listening. All | could think was, oh fuck, he's leaving me, he's leaving me, y'know? And | don't think | was 
taking him seriously at first, but he was fucking MAD, y'know? And the way he was carrying on.he was too 


serious to be playing around. 
Axl was all flustered like a.like a rooster or somethin’, and Slash and Matt were talking amongst themselves. 


"This is bullshit," Axl shouted at last. "You can't just leave in the middle of a tour AND try to take the bassist! 


Where are we gonna find a new one?" 


‘lm not taking the bassist," Izzy said back, looking at me with such a fucking../ook; | just wanted to crawl in a 


hole somewhere.. 
"He won't come with me," he said to Axl, and Axl just kinda threw his hands up, half in defeat, half in joy. 


"Fucking GOOD!" he shouted at Izzy, and finally stood up to him. He tried to stare at him, like trying to make 
him to back down, but my Izzy wouldn't budge for shit. 


"You were the one always saying you could replace me anyway," Izzy said back calmly. "So fucking do it. l'm 
outta here." 


He started taking steps back out, and Axl turned his back on him. Slash turned pleading eyes on him, but | think 
| did it better. After all, I'd have another chance tonight, right? 


He mouthed, "come with me" to me, but! shook my head and tried to beg him to stay. But he just shook his 
head and walked out. On everything. Left me really cold inside. 


| swear to you, | beat him home. I'm not sure how, but it took him another five minutes to get there after | 


had, and | caught him on the doorstep. 

"Duff, let's not do this. You won't come with me, then let me get my stuff" 
"No!" | said. | wasn't going to just let him fucking LEAVE me like this. 
"Please, Duff, don't let it end like this.” 

"It doesn't have to end at alll” 


Let me tell you, I've rarely begged for many things in life. Maybe asked and pleaded, even manipulated and 
deceived, but never BEG. But | was begging for him not to leave me. We'd done so many wonderful things 
together..if I'd been a woman | would have had his babies..it sounds corny, | know, but ever since | first saw 


him | wanted us to be together forever. Fucking forever wasn't four and a half years, it was ETERNITY. 


He tried to push me, but | had the advantage, and | grabbed him. | grabbed him like | might have stitched him 
to me if | could have. But he was smaller and more agile, so he managed to get away from me and into the 


house. He looked ready for a fight, but | could tell he didn't really want to fight me. 
"Look, | am leaving, okay?" 


| started getting desperate. | knew he really wasn't kidding around. He went upstairs and unzipped his duffle bag, 
started throwing what clothes he had in there. 


| can get clean, you know," | pleaded, starting to throw the clothes he'd already put in back out. He got 
frustrated with it and told me to sit the hell down. Or something like that, it's too degrading to repeat. 


"Its not about that," he mumbled after it. 


"Then what IS it about?" | asked, starting to get really pissed off. "Leave the band, sure, but why leave ME? 
You're being fucking selfish!" 


"Selfish?" he said back, like | hadn't already. "I'm being selfish? You're putting the band before me, and | am 
being selfish." 


"Yes!" 


"If that's the case it has to be over. You know how left out | feel? The only clean guy in the band, all of you 
doing all this shit, and then you call me selfish.. don't understand why you just can't come with me. We can 
start another band. Hell, we could just retire and be pensioners!" 


| giggled a little at that. Izzy could be funny when he wanted. "But..the band's my life." 


"And what am |?" 
| couldn't answer. | couldn't have both Izzy and the band be my life..could 1? 


When | didn't answer after thirty seconds, he started packing again and | had to let him. | started crying, 
feeling as left out as he must have. He went back downstairs, but | followed him. | blocked the door, and | 


wasn't really thinking at the time.. 


Dr. Mortimer said that usually happens. The mind goes blank and some shit. | don't think it went blank, | just 
wasn't thinkin’, y'know? | remember it going blank, after all, right? 


So he tries to get past me. | started getting violent, | remember..there wasn't really a fight, but | pushed him 
inside the kitchen for some reason. | wasn't really sure what | was gonna do in there at the time. | just really, 
really wanted to talk this over. | needed a fix, but | needed him more than that..or was it the other way 
around..in any case, | wanted BOTH really bad. And one was trying to leave me, and the other never would, or 


he SAID he never would, but that's not what | was talking about.. 

This guy's laughing is really, really annoying. | think I'm going to get up and kill him. 
But the bars are blocking the way..and | don't have anything to throw.. 

But what was | saying..oh, right: 


| tried to talk to him. But he just refused to listen to me. So | opened the drawer and snatched the first thing | 


could, which was a gun.. 


I'd forgotten it was there. This one time, Izzy was having some really bad trips, and he thought the CIA was 
after him or some shit, so he got this gun really cheap from some guy. didn't even know if it was loaded, and 


| thought he had forgotten, too, when | held it to his head. 


"Listen," | sneered, trying to sound tough, but everyone's tough with a gun in their hand. "You're not leaving 


me. 
"Baby, please-" 

"Don't fucking ‘baby please’, me! What about when | said please to you, and you just kept saying you were 
gonna leave?!" | screamed back at him. I'd started coming back to my senses and thought this was some really 


fucked up shit, y'know, but if this was the only way to make him listen then I'd do it. 


"What are you gonna do, shoot me? And then what? You know | love you, but if you're gonna put me second to 


all this shit you're in then it won't work!" 


"It can! Just give me a chance.." | said, sounding sad, but | was more pissed off than | looked and he could tell. 
He was getting scared because we both were thinkin’ the gun was loaded, and he thought | was really gonna 
shoot at him. 

| wasn't, not at first, but | moved to the other side and held the gun a little away from him. 

‘lm giving YOU another chance, Jeff," | said, using his real name for once. "Don't leave..or I'll fucking kill you." 
| was only trying to scare him a little, and it was working. 

"You..would really kill me if | left you?" 


| didn't think | would, but | nodded, still just trying to scare him. | was just trying to fucking scare him. 


"Then.there's nothing | can do. Shoot me, if you want, but | can't be with you if you won't love me back.love 


me like | love you." 
That clinched it. 


He didn't think | fucking loved him?! After all this time, after everything we'd done, he didn’t think | loved him, 


more than anything in my life?! 


| pulled the fucking trigger. | didn't care if it was loaded or not, and even if it wasn't, | would have thrown the 
gun and cracked his damn thick skull. 


As luck would have it, the gun was fucking loaded. 


Yes, please explain if you can... 


Author's Notes: 
Welcome to part 2 Also, remember: | like Axl as much as the next Axl-lover. It's just certain things 


he..deserves. And Slash..well, hell. | love the man. | love hurting things more. 


Conquistador, a vulture sits 

upon your silver shield 

And in your rusty scabbard now 

the sand has taken seed 

And though your jewel-encrusted blade 
has not been plundered still 

The sea has washed across your face 


and taken of its fill 
I'd shot him. 
Love of my life, soon to be ex, and before he had a chance | SHOT HIM. 


It looked surreal. 


He kinda jerked and hunched over, the blood all over the table and going down to the floor..it looked like he'd 
just fallen over with a bad nosebleed y'know? He eventually fell off the table completely and hunched over so 
much that he fell outta the chair too. 

| think | screamed. 


| know | screamed. 


| dropped the gun and my first instinct was to call..someone. | wasn't sure who, but I'd already eliminated the 


cops from my mind. | was NOT going to jail.but didn't | deserve to? | didn't think so. 
Fuck it, | thought, and automatically called the first number that came to my mind. In some irony, it was Axl's. 


"Yeah?" he answered, sounding groggy and like he'd just woken up. | didn't know what to say. ‘Hey, | killed our 
ex-guitarist, could you come make sure he's dead?! He'd have my head on a platter. 


"|." | searched for words. Sometimes | still search for them, but there's nothing | can say now To make up for 


anything | did. I'm sure the words would come easier if | was actually sorry. 


It's so quiet now. wonder if this is what death will be like? But km not finished. what was |.right. 
"Who the hell is this?" Axl asked impatiently. It finally came to me after a few minutes of thought: 
"Izzy," | sputtered. He kinda snorted, you know, and muttered. 

"So? What about that traitor?" 


| wasn't about to explain over the phone..maybe | could explain better in person? Better yet, maybe he'd just 
get the point better with visual explanation. 


"Could you just.come over here?" 

"Why? You still tryin’ to talk him outta not leaving?" 

In a way, | was. In another way, | think I'd already convinced him enough. So | ask him to come over and he 
agrees. | just sit there in the kitchen, thinking perhaps | should slit my wrists or shoot myself.maybe the gun 
only had one bullet in it, like that deputy guy from the hick police show with Andy Griffith.lzzy was hick 
enough to do it. 


He wouldn't do that to me, though, would he? 


Sure he would. He's dead, he doesn't give a fuck. Maybe he's in Hell watching me now, laughing and crying at 


the same time. 


But anyway, | sat there for what could have been an hour or five minutes. | got back up to the phone, briefly 
forgetting that I'd already called Axl, and dialed Slash. 


He sounded even more charming than Axl. And drunker. "Wha'you want?" 


"Slash?" | croaked, sounding like a fucking mouse. "Could you come over?" | asked, not even bothering to 


consider that just maybe he was too stoned outta his mind to even make it to the front door. 


"Who..wha you want me over there for?" he slurred, and | sighed in frustration | socked the wall once, ignoring 
my bruised knuckles. 


"Just get the fuck over here. It's important!" 


"Okay, okay, calm down." he muttered, and hung up. He was closer than Axl, but | wasn't really expecting him 
over until the next day maybe. God help me. 


At that point, | couldn't really think of anything else to do..so | just went over to Izzy and.held him, y'know, 


cradled his head and shit. Or what was left of his head. | really did a number on him. There was brain matter 
and blood all over me, but | just held him and forgot for a moment that he was actually dead, fucking blown to 
bits] just held him and, y'know, just pretended like he was being his usual quiet self. It worked for a time, and | 
felt a little better. | even started talking to him.just explaining what I'd done, why I'd done it, and asking him 


would he ever forgive me. He started answering after some time. 

"I'm really sorry," | would say. "But you shouldn't have said you would leave me." 
But you didn't have to shoot me, something would whisper back. 

"| didn't mean it." 


Its all gonna be alright, babe, and | just trusted his word. Word of a dead man's gotta be worth more than the 


word of a live one, y'know? 


After a while, there was a pound on the door. It sounded like two people. was kinda surprised that they had 
shown up at the same time. | knew Axl would show, but | didn't think Slash would even remember anything past 


his last drink. 


"Fine," | said to myself for no real reason. | think | was still talking to Izzy, | don't remember..but anyway, | 
shouted, "I'm coming!" at the door, and sorta. laid Izzy on the table. He still slumped because he couldn't exactly 
hold himself up, y'know, but he did enough to look like he was just having the ultra-nosebleed. 


| went and answered the door, forgetting all about the shit on my clothes now. Axl looked at me when | opened 
the door like he was about to argue over something, but when he saw me he turned.a shade of pure, snow- 


white that I'd never seen on a human before. 


"Oh my god..ch my FUCKING GOD, what did you DO?!" he shouted at me, grabbing at my shirt. | think he 
thought it was me..but when he grabbed the shirt and saw that it wasn't, he jumped back and looked like he 


was about to piss himself. 

"D-Duff..what the." he shook his head like he'd just remembered something. Slash had come in behind him, and 
was looking at me like it was the most natural thing in the world. | think, anyway, | couldn't see past his 
hair.maybe just a little.. 

"Dude, what happened in here?" he'd asked, and Axl cut in. 

"Where's Izzy?" 


| started walking to the kitchen, really afraid about what they'd do when they saw Izzy.. "He's in here." 


| came inside first, then Slash. Axl never got inside really, because when Slash saw the scene on the table, he 


quickly blocked the entrance. | could see his eyes widen beyond his hair, and he made like he was gonna gag. 


"Oh my god, what the fuck happened?! he shrieked. 
"Please, not so loud.” | mumbled back, rubbing on my ears. Man did he scream loud. 
"What did you..ch, Jesus fucking Christ what did you DO?!" 


| got mad at him for that, | thought it was pretty obvious what | did. "I fucking shot him, dipshit, what do you 
think happened?" 


"You..." he trembled in fear, giving me a slight rush. "You.killed.." 
"lhad to," | started to explain. "He was trying to leave me." 


Slash started shaking his head, and he backed out the kitchen, running Axl over along with him. Axl got all 


ferret-like on him, scratching and pawing at him. 
"Well? What the hell happened?" 


"Duff..fucking shot Izzy! He blew his head wide open!" Slash shouted, quite sobered now. Axl pushed his way 
past him, but he barely got past me. Instead, he only got to peep inside just enough to see the blood and part 
of Izzy's body, | think. Something-tears-sprang to his eyes and immediately down his face. He let out a loud 
scream, and I'd gotten fed up with screaming. | smacked him hard enough to send him flying into Slash, and told 
them both to shut the hell up. 


"You're acting like a bunch of scared kids," | muttered. "Now, l'm taking full blame.." 
"But.why?" Slash asked, as Axl was too busy rubbing his red face. 


| kinda shrugged, not really expecting him to understand, but I'd try anyway. "Well.he wanted to leave me AND 
the band.| love him, | couldn't just let him.Christ, | was only tryin ta scare him a bit, but | took a shot and." 


Someone started crying, and it wasn't me-Axl was officially sobbing on Slash's shoulder. They weren't sad sobs, 


though, he sounded.feral. Really, really angry. 


"Duff, you goddamn LUNATIC. You don't just.shoot people!" he screamed out in a rush, and | wondered when I'd 


gotten so sensitive to maniacal screaming. 


"| didn't.l just." Suddenly | was pissed off, too. It took me a while to think of, but | realized that I'd basically 
called the two reasons I'd shot Izzy in the first place. 


Axl, who'd pushed him away with his fucked up, megalomaniac ways. Izzy was supposed to be his best friend; if 


he hadn't pushed him away..and Slash, who did nothing but stare and shiver when Izzy made his announcement. 


Fucking dead weight, | did him a favor. 


Its your fault anyway!" | accused, pointing a shaky finger at Axl. He glowered, and sprang up at me, forgetting 


that | was now a murderer. 


"MY fault? | don't remember being here and pulling the fucking trigger! | don't remember coming here and 


blowing someone's brains out!" 
"H-he's right," Slash agreed. "How could it be his fault?" 


| finally started crying like I'd wanted to do all night-had been doing all night. But instead of screaming back, and 


| growled, sorta, y'know, all vicious and feral like. 


"If you hadn't gone all fucking power-hungry, Izzy never would have left you bastard," | told him. Axl did 
something akin to a blush, then it faded and he turned pale again. 


"lno, Izzy left of his own accord" 


Refusing to take the blame, Axl? If | could be man enough to say | killed someone, why can't you be half-man 
enough to admit you had part in it? 


"Yeah, because you pushed him away, damnit!" | shouted again, and made like | was going for him, but Slash 
stepped in between us. | would have hurled him through a wall, but | actually wanted to hear what he had to 


say. 


"Duff, you're not making fucking sense! Okay, let's say Axl.indirectly had something to do with this. But you still 
fucking killed Izzy, and you're still going to jail for it!" 


That never occurred to me..that they'd actually rat me out like that. 
"J.Jail?" | said, surprised. Slash looked surprised that / was surprised, and nodded. 
"You think we're not going to report this? If we don't someone will." 


| looked between Axl and Slash, then the kitchen, Axl, and Slash. All at once. They didn’t realize what | was 
thinking, because | wasn't exactly thinking myself. Instead, | went back into the kitchen. The first thing that 
caught my eye was the gun still on the table, unstained even by all the blood. | picked it up and fingered it, 
wondering if it was still loaded | could always try. Besides, maybe I'd scare them a little into not reporting 


y'know? 


| came back out with the gun, and the two of them jumped. Axl looked like he was about to piss himself again 
and hopped on to the couch. 


"Duff," he called warily, or maybe it was Slash. "Put that down...” 


"No," | said simply, aiming at Axl. | wasn't really that experienced with guns, but | was sure | could hit a target 
easy as that bitch. Slash was trying to motion to me to put the gun down, but that coward was already half 
at the door. 


"Motherfucker," | said slowly, cocking the gun. Axl's eyes widened, | think he finally realized that he was going 
to die right there and now. There was dead silence, before | repeated, "Motherfucker!" again, and shot. 


And though | hoped for something to find 


/ could see no maze to unwind 


It was a clean shot. The first one was anyway. | didn't quite kill him with the first shot, | don't think, because 
he was still staggering around and screaming. Slash fell to the floor, just in shock, complete shock, y'know? He 
still had his hand on the door knob, but it kinda just.laid there, like he didn't have anything else to do with it. 
Axl let out another scream and staggered forward again, clutching his stomach. He straightened up like he was 
going to grab at me, and | saw that | had shot him closer to his chest. 


"Shut the hell up," | said, and shot again. | think | clipped his neck, or just shot it full on, | never found out 
which, but what | do know is he jerked backwards and fell, half on the couch and half on the floor, and he 
didn't say another word. 


Slash knew better, he didn't make a sound. He looked like he was trying to pretend that if he didn't make a 


noise, | wouldn't see him. But | did, and he knew | did, and | came closer. 


| felt like a real heel, actually, at this point. Slash hadnt had as much of a hand in all this as Axl and | had, but 
still. had to kill him too, you know? Just to make it look right. 


He made a whimpering noise, like a wounded animal, and screwed his eyes shut. "Please, just kill me quick." 
Quick? Haha! At least he'd go out with more dignity than the fuckin’ redhead. 


"Okay." | whispered, and aimed. | was trying to go for the places that would take him down quickly like he'd 
asked, but he was wearing dark clothes and it was dark, and he'd curled himself into a tight ball, so | couldn't 
really see where | was aiming. | took more of a crap shot than anything, and fired. He jumped, like I'd just 
shocked him or something, let out a long moan. But he didn't die like | thought he would..or not as fast at least. 
| tried to shoot again, but as luck would have it, I'd run out of fucking bullets. | kinda laughed at that, and Slash 
turned his head up a little to see what was so funny. | didn’t plan on it, but as soon as he did | threw the gun 
hard as | could in his face. It looked like he ducked, but it really hit him, because | saw the cut form on his 
head, then he fell over. | assumed him dead and returned to the kitchen to be with Izzy a few more hours 


before | either turned myself in, or let one of the neighbors do it. 


„Start at the beginning and stop when you come to the 
end 


Author's Notes: 
I've had this for a while, but | had to make soooo many revisions *smacks her passive-agressive-perfectionist 
self* and yeah..this is a different version from the one posted in my LJ for a few days. There's more on what 


happened afterwards and so onso there ya go. Enjoy the semi-closure. 


"Hey man, what you in here for?" 
"Murder. | won't be here much longer” 
"Who'd you kill?" 

'Someone.a friend” 

"What was it over?" 

"Another friend” 

Pami 

Conquistador there is no tme, 

| must pay my respect 


And though | came to jeer at you, 


Í leave now with regret 


Huh, | hadn't talked to the Jesus-guy before. | guess he calmed down a little to say hi, even though it's too 
late. He sounds nice enough, | would have liked to talk to him longer. But where was I.right, so I'm in the kitchen 
again. | stayed in there a while, just talked to Izzy. 


Mortimer'll tell you that | really wasn't, just having a paranoid delusion. Hah, / knew that, but it made me feel 
better y'know? So we..talked.. 


You killed them, didnt ya’, he'd say. 


"Yeah..is that okay?" 


He wouldn't answer shit like that. I'd say something like, "I love you", and he'd tell me to be quiet and wait. 


Amazing how dead men hold so much power.. 


| guess one of my neighbors heard the shots after all and called the cops, because it didn't take them as long 
as | thought it would to get there. | thought I'd have a few more hours with Iz.but no. They tried to storm in, 
but | told them | surrendered before they did. 


"Hold on, my friend's behind the door!" 


They let me move Slash, and | came out with my hands up and everything. Make a long story short, they 
arrested me without much incident. | got tried, and they decided that | wasn't in my right o' mind, y'know, 
when | did what | did, so they stuck me in a, like, loony bin 


| got counseling from that little weasel Mortimer-‘scuse me, MISTER Monroe-and after a few sessions he 
ratted me out to the cops. Said it shoulda been a mistrial, that | was completely sane when | committed the 


murders. 


| should explain something now, really. It turns out, | only killed two people. Slash lived after all y'know. | only 
shot him in his thigh and gave him a concussion, said the worst is that he might be paralyzed for a long time 
and look like he just went a few rounds with Cassius Clay. Well, | felt less like a heel after that. What made me 
feel even more better was, GNR disbanded after he got out the hospital. | mean, where would they find 


another singer? No one would even hear them without Axl. 


It was Slash's decision, you know. Said something like he couldn't go on without Axl or his best friends. Best 


choice, it wouldn't have been the same without Izzy anyway. Serves ‘em right. 


| was never really sure what ever happened to the rest of them. | think Matt went on with another band, and 
Slash just totally disappeared..there was always some kinda little voice in my head telling me it wasn't just 
sheer coicidence about Slash suddenly disappearin’ and that never letting me read the paper after a certain 


point thing, but | guess I'll never know now.. 


So here | am, waiting to die. That's right, it didn't take them very long to decide that | should get ol Bertha. 
Well, the needle. Oh, irony. Hahaha, it's kinda funny. Heroin addict dies on the needle, y'know? Hahal 


Sometimes | think they cheated a little. | mean, it's not Texas for God's sake, when we'd get an express lane to 


the Table?* 


And as the gloom begins to fall 

Í see there is no, only all 

And though you came with sword held high, 
you did not conquer, only die. 


"Hey, it's Father Laney" 
"Laney, 


| like Laney. He's a nice, gentle man, he's like a lil kid y'know? Still finds it hard to believe that people can kill 
each other. He'll hold your hand and squeeze, y'know, like when someone you like tells you you're gonna get 


through a tough time. I'll miss him, yeah. 


He's coming in, looking all sad. I'm not really afraid to die, maybe I'll be with lzzy?-if he'll have me. I'm not 
worried. He's taking my hand now, that way that makes me feel all melted inside, and the guard's right behind 


him. He's not looking at me, looking at the wall. 
"See you on the other side," says the Jesus-freak. "God help you." 


We're going down the Last Mile. It doesn't seem like a mile. It's barely a few feet, to me anyway. Father Laney's 
reading me the Last Rites or whatever as we go down. His voice is really young, it makes me feel really comfy 
y'know? Unlike the guard, who's just kinda.glaring, or something. We're going inside, and there's the table. | see 
my brothers, sisters, whatever relatives decided to come. l'm glad they don't look pissed off at me, or goin’, 


"Shit, what's Duff done this time?" Not judging me. 

They lay me on the table, strap me in and prep my arm. Laney's gone, the guard's gone, it's just me and a 
giant, shining light, like a silver sun, y'know? | think there's a kinda window, and some guy's looking out it, but | 
can't really see. I'm not looking. 

Before they stick the Needle in my arm, someone asks, did | have any last words. Hm. 

Thousands are rushing through my head now. They're probably expecting me to say sorry, you know, but I'm 
not. But | can't think of an alternative..? Izzy's words going through my mind, "it's gonna be alright, babe", and | 
know | only have a few seconds. 

Like a bubble busting, the Jesus-freak's words come into my head. 

"God help me indeed" 

A second, then the familiar feeling of a point pricking my arm. 


God help me indeed. 


And though | hoped for something to find 
Í could see no maze to unwind 


* | kinda stole it from a Ron White joke about the death penalty in Texas. Go hear it. 


If you have reached here, you have hit Rock Bottom. A side note, free interpretation on what happened to 
Slash, but | think you know where I'm going eh? 


